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PREFACE

In February, 1900, the author received a request, through Mr. F. B. Sanborn, of
Massachusetts, to read a paper on the “Changes in the Sociology of Old Virginia During
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the Last Half of the Last Century,” before the National Sociological. Society of America, to
convene in Washington on May 2, 1900. He acknowledged the compliment, and accepted
the invitation; but circumstances made it impracticable for him to fill the engagement.

In gathering data for the fulfilment of that task, the author filed many of the facts recited
in the first chapter of this volume. Becoming more interested in the subject, he continued
to write, until reminiscences grew and multiplied, and crowded one upon another, and
the whole scope and design of the original intention of the writer was lost in that law of
association which the poet puts into classic verse:

“Lulled in the countless chambers of the brain, Our thoughts are linked by many a hidden
chain, Awake but one, and lo! what myraids rise! Each stamps its image as the other
flies.™

* Rogers, “Pleasures of Memory,” Part Il.

In the meantime the author saw that his reminiscences had run, in length at least, into

a book; and as custom ordains that every book should have a preface, he followed the
precedent. In the preface, as is usual, he furnishes his readers with the reasons which
induced him to appear before them, and, unbidden, to parade his wares.

Xiv

Primarily, he wishes to say that he wrote these “Reminiscences,” in good part, to please
himself— Cacoethes scribendi if the reader chooses so to characterize it.

Secondarily, he desires to publish the book for the information of his children and
grandchildren, and in their interest to record some account of his early life, as well as
some of the revolutionary scenes and times in which his long and eventful life was cast;
and to some extent to give a rehearsal of the part which he played in the exciting drama.
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He confesses that since the commencement of his task the wish has grown that he could
catch the ear of the great public of the present generation, that he might impress their
minds with some lasting memory of the heroism of their fathers, and of the heroism of their
mothers, during four years of a cruel and relentless war, waged to their very doors, and of
the patience and fortitude with which the former, when disarmed, bore for eight years the
contumely, humiliation, and oppression of the carpetbagger and the scalawag.

And now, once and for all, he disclaims any personal bitterness or any rankling in his heart
of a revenge which he is content to leave to Him who says “vengeance is mine.”

For the Northern soldier who struck for the right as he saw it, and who leveled his blows at
men, not at women and children, and who, when victor, extended his hand in help to his
fallen foe and generously divided his own thin rations with him, the author has no feeling
but that of honor and admiration of his manhood. But for the soldier who boasted that he
had “cut a swath through two States a mile in breadth, marked by the chimneys of burned
mansions and desolated homes;” for the soldier who proclaimed that a “crow flying over
the fairest portion of the Valley of Virginia would have xv to carry his rations with him to
avoid starvation;” for the soldier who ordered that “any grain left as food [for the helpless
inhabitants] should be scattered in the fields and trampled in the dust;” for the soldier who
made chloroform and opium contraband of war, and directed all medicine to be swept
away or confiscated when found in a Southern home; for the soldier who ordered the
capture and imprisonment of the unarmed surgeon, refusing to leave his post and giving
humane help to friend and foe alike; for the soldier who could drive out from their homes
the women and children of a whole city, and send them into the wilderness without food or
shelter in the midst of the rigors of winter, and turn a deaf ear to their cries—for all these
the author feels a contempt which words cannot measure, and an undying wish to pillory to
posterity some names that to-day desecrate the Temple of Fame.

And as to the present government of the United States, he recognizes and accepts the
change in the construction of the Constitution—a construction born of arms and not of law,
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but he took his oath of allegiance to the same, and he has kept the faith; and, more, he
has given hostages of his fealty: he sent a son, a volunteer and an officer of the line, to
the Spanish-American War, and has a grandson who, in the Philippines and elsewhere,
has been upholding for several years, as an officer in the Regular Army, the flag of the
tradition of the “Land of the free, and the home of the brave”—and as long as it represents
the tradition, so long may it wave.

As to the style of the text and its literary character, whilst he feels that no author has a right
to foist upon the public crude and incorrect writing, he owes it to himself to say that these
pages were written mostly after the fatigue of days of labor, and at night when others were
asleep; and when, perhaps, some of his xvi readers may think that he ought to have been
also. “What | have writ | have writ"—would it were worthier.

And as to the criticism which may follow his work.—He has reached an age where
applause does not greatly exalt, nor abuse depress. He is content to have written the truth
as he saw it and found it, and recognizes his responsibility; and, following the words of a
better man,* in writing of a different matter, he adopts the somewhat defiant family motto
which was copied from the entrance hall of Marischal College, Aberdeen: “Thay haif said:
Quhat say thay: Lat thame say.”

* Geo. S. Keith, in Preface to a “Plea for a Simpler Life.”

Seventy-five Years in Old Virginia CHAPTER | Personal And For My Personal
Friends. My Birth—The Character of the People Amongst Whom | was Born—At
School at Leasburg, North Carolina—My Mother—At Ebenezer Academy—I Attend
Randolph-Macon College—Emory & Henry College—Again at Randolph-Macon

—I Matriculate at University of Virginia—To Philadelphia Where | Take Diplomas
from Jefferson Medical College, the Pennsylvania Hospital, and the Philadelphia
Obstetrical Institute—On Staff of Jefferson Medical College—I Return to Virginia and
Look For a Location—Decide on Petersburg—Some First Experiences.
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| was born in Brunswick County, Virginia, on the 10th of March, 1828. So says the record
in the old Family Bible; and it must be correct, as the birth of the first boy in the house
was an event of note at that day, and it is not probable that there would be a mistake. It
is true that the law of primogeniture and entail had been abolished for perhaps a third of
a century, as incompatible with the genius and unfavorable to the simplicity of republican
institutions; but enough of English custom and English thought still leavened social life in
the Old Dominion to cause the first son to be considered the master of the house and the
representative of the family. Whilst it is not probable, therefore, that a mistake was made
in the registry, yet it is due to truth to say that it does not accord with traditional history. |
was told, as far back as | can remember, that | was born on the day and at the hour of a
very severe earthquake which traversed this portion of the State in the early twenties—
an earthquake 2 18 so severe that in some places there were no inconsiderable chasms
made in the earth. But this occurred in 1829, instead of 1828; and there is no record,
traditional or otherwise, of an earthquake at all in 1828. | accept, however, the record. Yet
if the seismic convulsions occurring about that time augured anything of the troubled and
tempestuous life which was awaiting me, | should rather incline to tradition.

The section of the country in which | was born was known as “The Red Oak
Neighborhood.” This was about fifteen miles north of Lawrenceville, the county seat, and
was distinguished as a locality for the wealth, culture, refinement, and hospitality of the
families, who occupied it. They were literally the F. F. V's—a term which had not been
used up to that time as a covert sneer, and, as it has been so often used since, to decry
a race of men whom their critics would have us, of this day, believe were a pretentious
and bloated aristocracy, resting their claims to eminence upon ancestral merit. They were
large slave-holders, owning large plantations, which had been their heritage for years,
and which gave with guaranteed wealth a leisure that furnished opportunity for culture, a
culture that insured refinement and made the gentleman. The owning of slaves established
and cultivated the habit of command, and fitted the master to lead—as the Southern man
did ever lead—in society, in politics, and in war.
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The F. F. V's, descendants of the cavalier* elements which settled that State and wrested

it from the savage by their prowess, introduced a leaven in the body politic, which not only
bred a high order of civilization at home, but spread throughout the Southern and Western
States, as the Virginian, moved by love of adventure or desire of preferment, migrated into
the

* See Appendix.

19 new and adjoining territories. And from this sneered-at stock was bred the six millions
of Southrons who for four long years maintained unequal war with thirty millions of
Northern hybrids, backed by a hireling soldiery brought from the whole world to put down
constitutional liberty—a war waged to free four million of servile blacks and to enslave six
million of proud and cultivated whites; a war waged to place the foot of the menial upon the
neck of the master; an unequal war, in which the same Southron stock struck undaunted
for honor and the right, until its cohorts of starved and ragged heroes perished in their own
annihilation. And this same stock, after the disaster of a defeat worse than death, and a
decade of years of humiliation and torture, sprang up again, Phoenix-like, from the ashes
of its desolation; and thirty years after, the same despised and damned stock sits again

in the Halls of the Congress of a nation that had affixed on it the stigma of Felon, and its
brigadiers are called to command armies which were sent to suppress it as a traitorous
faction.

This is a digression. But | make no apology for it. | am proud to record that | was born and
reared amongst such a people; and | regard this as the highest heritage that | can hand
down to my children and my children's children.

From my grandfather, Captain John Herbert Claiborne, who, as a member of the “Surry
Troop,” a company of young gentlemen who armed and equipped themselves, and fought
without pay in the famed legion of “Light Horse Harry” Lee, | learned the story of war and
drank in the lesson that “resistance to tyrants is obedience to God.” Little did he surmise
that his grandsons, under Robert E. Lee, the son of his old commander, would ever be
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called to draw their swords in defense of home, and of the holy soil of Virginia—assailed
20 not by alien hands, but by the hired hordes of a government which had been founded
on principles enunciated by Virginia statesmen and established by the prowess of Virginia
soldiers.

But to return. Until nine years of age | lived on my father's plantation the life of a Virginia
boy,—roving, hunting, fishing, riding, driving cattle,—always followed by two or three negro
boys of about the same age, my satellites and companions, partners in any mischief, and
with whom | cheerfully divided any good fortune which came to me in the way of cakes,
fruit, or other edibles. Thus was established that good feeling and mutual trust which
characterized the relationship of master and slave. The negro of that day was proud of his
master, devoted to his interests, and would lay down his life for him or his family.

The doors of the mansion house were rarely locked at night, and its inmates were as safe
from alarm or intrusion as if surrounded by a cordon of police. What a travesty the present
condition of things presents, since freedom has come with its blessings of Northern
civilization and education!

When | became nine years of age my father concluded that it was best for me to break
up this free and semi-nomadic life, and to send me from home to school. | had picked up
the rudiments of education in a female school which had been established at home for
the education of my two sisters, and which was taught by two Northern ladies, one a Miss
Parsons, of Massachusetts, and the other a Miss Draper, of New York. Miss Draper was
a sister of Dr. Draper, who subsequently became the famous professor and savant of the
University of New York, but who, at that time, was Professor of Chemistry at Hampden-
Sidney College in this State.

21

At that date it was almost the invariable custom to employ female teachers from the
North, as Southern ladies were debarred by social status from engaging in such work. My
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sister's education having been completed just at this era in my life, the school at home was
adjourned sine die —another reason which made it imperative that | should seek other
tutelage.

There were several male schools or academies in my native county,—schools long
established and of good repute,—one of them, the Ebenezer Academy, founded by Bishop
Asbury (and to which, as will be seen, | finally drifted); but my father, for some reason,
doubtless satisfactory, but which | never understood, selected a large boarding-school in
Western North Carolina, in Leasburg, Caswell County, and taught by an excellent scholar
and gentleman, the Rev. Lorenzo Lea. And to this school, on the 1st of January, 1838, two
months before | entered on my 10th year, | was taken by my father and committed to the
Rev. Mr. Lea, with many charges to him as to the care and management of his hopeful
son, and much good and varied advice to me as to my conduct and behavior.

| had never left home before, or slept out of my mother's chamber; was known as a
“mother's boy,” and was petted and spoiled by her and my sisters, and colored mammy,
and, barring my father, who alone held sway over me, considered myself Lord Proprietor
of the house and its happenings. Only he who has jumped from such surroundings into
the dormitory of a big boarding-school for boys can imagine the cold and icy plunge which
engulfed my babyhood!

Well, after one session's buffeting | came out of that bath no longer a baby, but a boy,
almost a man; if not in strength, yet in the wisdom of this world's ways, and—shall | add?—
in wickedness. One lesson | learned, however, and for which | shall be ever grateful: It 22
taught me, in the future that awaited my manhood—a most exciting and eventful future—to
fall on my feet. And whether in peace, in politics, in war, or in prison, | always managed to
stand on my feet and to keep my head above water.

| was utterly ignorant of what awaited me “at school,” and left home with a lighter heart
than | would have carried had | been aware of all that was before me. Besides, | was to
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ride a race-horse all the way to school, and that was the climax of my boyish ambition.
My father, as was the habit of many gentlemen of Virginia of that day, bred racing stock,
and he promised me, as an inducement to go, that | might ride a beautiful Lusborough
filly,—of an imported sire,—an animal of great spirit, but kindly and gentle, and a splendid
riding-horse. | was a young rider, but accustomed to horses, and to horseback exercise,
from early recollection, and my father knew of my staying qualities and had no fear of my
mount. He accompanied me in his gig—a two-wheeled concern, a homely analogue of the
cart of to-day—upon which was strapped my little trunk, in which my mother, with many
tears and misgivings, had packed my clothes and belongings. The butler (known then as
dining-room servant) followed on another horse—both to add dignity to the cavalcade and
to render any attention or service that we might require.

It was more than an hundred miles from my father's to Leasburg, the place of our
destination, and it was in January, with the winter roads of mud and water; but we made
our journey in three days, not uncomfortably, and to me without fatigue. Indeed the trip

to me was enjoyable, and the memory of that ride lingers amongst my pleasant things

of the past. But not until | had been conducted from the village tavern, in Leasburg, to

the boarding department of the academy, and saw 23 my father file away on the road
which looked toward home, followed by the butler leading my filly riderless, did the utter
desolation of my condition strike me. | was no longer a man, but a child again, as | was
only a child in form and in years, and | gave vent for the first time to a child's feelings and
to a child's tears. But this only continued a little while, and it was the last paroxysm of grief
to which | gave exhibition. As young as | was, | soon discovered that one's sorrow was his
own, and that there was no place and no pity for such demonstration amongst the bright
or busy or bad boys about me. | knew that with such show of myself | should be called
“baby,” and | would “have died and made no sign” before | would have asked or accepted
consolation or borne that soubriquet for an hour.

One object which my father had in taking me so far from home was to take me from my
“mother's apron strings,” as he called it, and to wean me from my dependence on, and
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my adoration of her. In that object he failed. My love for her was intensified, if such a
thing were possible; she was never out of my thoughts by day or my dreams by night.

| never laid down upon my bed, or even stood at rest upon the play-grounds, but that |
religiously turned my face in the direction of that Mecca, that home which her life and

her presence consecrated. And | looked forward to meeting her, when the session of the
school ended and | should be permitted to go back, as the one idea of happiness which
nothing could crown and nothing could displace. | wish to record right here that always
thereafter, though life brought me success, and a loving and beloved wife, and a devoted
family, and applause and honor from men, yet nothing ever relit in my heart the fire which
went out one tempestuous night in January just twenty years from that date, when, laying
in my 24 arms, she breathed her last; and again | wish to record here, that whatever has
come to me since of pleasure, of interest, of profit, of advancement, there has always
been something lacking which life could not fill. Even the physical world has been changed
beyond reparation, and places that | knew and connected with her life have fallen out of
my existence, and perished as islands sunken in some unknown sea. Of all the precious
memories which hallow my past, her last words linger as fresh to-day as when they fell
from her dying lips: “My son, when | close my eyes to-night | do not care to awaken again,
and before | sleep | wish to say to you, that as boy or man you have never grieved or
distressed me.” When the morning came the tempest was over, and the sun revealed all
that was left of the most beautiful, the most affectionate, and the most unselfish woman

| ever knew; but it brought none of the old joyous light to me* From that hour | have kept
and cherished in my heart the hope that sometime, somewhere in the Great Beyond, |
shall yet meet her again, and once more hold her again to my breast.

* See Appendix.

But whilst this love of mother and of home was perhaps morbid, as some might think, |
soon made friends of my schoolmates and enjoyed their association. The boys were like
boys are everywhere—disposed to lord it over the smaller ones and the new scholars, but
they never were guilty of the foolish and cowardly system of hazing such as prevails at the
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Virginia Military Institute and at West Point, and some other State-fed and self-asserting
establishments. | never suffered an indignity to be put upon me without repelling it to the
best of my ability, and though | always came off worsted, as the smallest and weakest
boy in school, yet | 25 always came off likewise with the decided respect of my adversary,
and after a little while had no further personal affrays. Indeed, in a very short time my
friends grew in numbers and in grace, and as it was always my pleasure to meet them
with courtesy and kindness, | was soon dubbed with the soubriquet of “Gentleman John
Claiborne.” | had forgotten this complimentary appellation until, some two years ago, |
saw an article in a Raleigh paper, reminiscences of one of the “Old Boys” of the Leasburg
Academy, in which he referred to me by that name.

When my first session of six months was ended, my father sent a servant and horse for
me, and | turned my face homeward—no longer a child, though only ten years and a few
months old—with a heart so happy at the prospect of again meeting my mother, that my
joy was almost delirious. The first night after leaving Leasburg | stopped at Roxborough,
North Carolina, and riding up to the hotel (tavern), called for rooms for self and servant.
The old gentleman who kept the hostelry was sitting on the long piazza, which seemed an
organic part of every tavern of that day. He did not seem at all overcome by my presence,
or abashed by my precocious audacity, but received me more than civilly, and, asking

me to be seated near him, entered into conversation with me. | can not recall after sixty
years the general subjects which engaged our attention, but one remark of his is fresh

in my mind, as upon that soft summer afternoon in June, on my asking for some water,

he startled me by saying that he had “never tasted a drop of water in twenty years”; that
“water gave him the headache,” and he was “compelled to drink whiskey in the place of it.”
His face attested the accuracy of his statement, and | was not surprised to hear some few
years afterwards that even whiskey 26 could not relieve his headache, and that the village
tavern had fallen into other hands and my village boniface had fallen into the grave.

But another incident indelibly fixes that visit to Roxborough in my mind. Going out on the
street (there was but one street in Roxborough at that time) | noticed on the counter of one
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of the stores a collection of hats, one of them quite tall and stylish-looking to me, and it
at once occurred to me that that hat would not only add manly grace to my general get-
up, but that it would be a revelation to the folks at home when they saw me approaching
with so grand a head-piece. But to give completeness to the picture | should explain, it
was the fashion of the boys at the Leasburg Academy to wear their hair cut short behind
—shingled, it would be called now—and long in front, coming down, when parted, below
the ears, sometimes as far as the collar. These were called “soap locks,” the name being
derived from the saponaceous material which was not infrequently applied to paste them
in position. Some of the fellows had full ambrosial locks worthy of Jove, and were the
envy of the school. Not so, all of them—mine were thin and yellow, and obedient only

to generous pasting. It was above these locks that | had set the crowning grace of my
tall chapeau. So attired, | rode up on the evening of that day, after a day's journey, to a
hotel in Boydton, Virginia, on my way home. But my mother was at the hotel awaiting
me, having come partly with that object, and partly that my two sisters, just turned out,
might attend the commencement exercises of Randolph-Macon College, which was then
established near Boydton.

| will pass over the first glad greeting with which she received me and held me to her
heart. This was in the public-room of the hotel. AlImost immediately she ushered me into
her private apartments, and, holding 27 me off at arm's length, with a countenance in
which a sense of horror and a sense of the ludicrous seemed striving for the mastery,

she exclaimed: “My son, my son, where did you get that hat? And that hair?” Without a
moment's delay, and with as much gentleness, perhaps, as the occasion called for, she
removed the hat from my head. Calling for a pair of scissors, the hair soon followed the
hat—my precious, long-trained locks. What became of hat or hair | never knew, for | never
saw either afterwards.

After adjusting other parts of my attire more in accordance with what she deemed suitable
for a boy of ten years of age than for a man of twenty-five,—in which it seems | had
glorified myself with a view of impressing the natives at home with my rapid strides to
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manhood,—she presented me to her friends, in evident pride of her boy. But for myself, |

must confess that | felt shorn of my gains; and as | contemplated my image in the mirror |
recalled the picture of a young rooster that | had seen plucked of his feathers and slinking
away to the barnyard.

After my vacation was ended (the vacation at that time covered four weeks), | returned

to Leasburg, where | spent two more sessions of five months each without incident worth
recording. At the expiration of that time, my health, which was never strong, became very
feeble, and my father entered me as a scholar at the Ebenezer Academy, an institution to
which | have before referred. This was five miles distant from home, and | rode horseback
every morning, carrying my dinner in a little basket and my horse's dinner in a wallet or
bag which was tied behind my saddle, returning every afternoon after school was “let out,
as it was expressed at that day. As | was very fond of horseback riding, this arrangement
was not only very 28 agreeable to me, but was conducive to my health, which soon
became quite robust.

For the first two sessions of the school after | entered it, Mr. Hogan was the teacher; an
old Irishman, of fine classical education, and a good teacher and disciplinarian. He was

a true believer of the old school in corporal punishment, not only for disobedience and
mischief, but when he failed to impress a lesson on a boy's mind as he thought he should,
he applied the birch without fail—to that other portion of the body which has not been
considered the seat of intellect.

After two sessions of my stay at the Ebenezer, Mr. Hogan left, and the school was

taken charge of by a gentleman named Thompkins Rice. Mr. Rice was a Virginian and a
native of Brunswick County, but he had been abroad for many years, and was educated
at Oxford, England. He was also a fine scholar, and, with the exception of Prof. R. E.
Rogers, and Prof. J. S. Davis, to whom, after some years, | recited at the University of
Virginia, the best teacher that | ever met. He was, moreover, a very genial man, and was
greatly beloved by the boys; but he never abated a jot of his dignity. He also was a strict
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disciplinarian, and insisted upon perfect obedience to all rules of conduct and of study,
and announced in the beginning that he would not tolerate a dunce or a dullard. If he
appointed a task—and | must confess he was not a hard master in the number or length of
the lessons—he saw that the task was completed perfectly; and if it was not, the boy who
failed knew what to expect and his anticipations were certainly realized. Mr. Rice never
lost his temper or his equilibrium, but with great grace and good humor he could plant a
birch, without ever missing the mark, upon that portion of a boy's anatomy which the short
jackets of that day seemed to expose for the especial purpose.

29

After two years, Mr. Rice succumbed to the charms of a handsome widow, whose ample
means permitted him to retire from the chair of the pedagogue, and the Academy was
again left without a teacher.

Our next master was a Mr. Lanier, a mild-mannered gentleman, no great scholar, but a
good teacher—a man who made himself a companion to the boys in their sports, who won
their love and ruled by love. Under his domination the rod ceased to appear.

At the expiration of two sessions | think another change was made in the teachers, but at
that time, January, 1843, | was sent to Randolph-Macon College to enter the freshman
class, half advanced.

| should add to this part of my narration that about the year 1840 or 1841 a young relative
of mine, John R. Claiborne, having lost his father and mother, he, with his sister, S.
Josephine Claiborne, several years younger than himself, was adopted into my father's
family, and John Claiborne attended the Ebenezer Academy with me and went with

me from there to college. They were the children of Dr. Jas. B. Claiborne, of Brunswick
County, who was not very closely related to my father; but Dr. Claiborne married my
mother's sister, Jane Weldon, of Roanoke, and these children were my mother's nephew
and niece. They were to me as brother and sister. John, when he grew up to manhood,
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went to Central America, and died there in two years after he left home, at San Juan del
Sur, on the Pacific Coast, in the service of the Nicarauguan Transit Company. Josie lived
to take care of, and to rear, my children after the death of their own mother, and, after they
were grown, to comfort my father in his second widowhood, and until he died, in extreme
old age, at my home in Petersburg. She survived him many years, and died under my roof,
which had been her home virtually for 30 twenty years, endeared to me as a sister, faithful
and affectionate, and to my children as a mother, loving and dutiful—the only mother
whom they ever remembered.

Our life at the Ebenezer Academy was rather quiet and humdrum. One enlivening incident
is impressed upon my mind quite indelibly. There were some six or eight boys who rode
on horseback to school, retaining their horses at the Academy and riding home after
school was “let out” in the afternoon. This number made a very respectable company

of cavalry, which we organized and trained as such. But in an evil hour, and led by that
spirit of mischief which is born in every boy, we charged the infantry of the school one day
as they formed for drill or play, and routed them with such serious consequences, riding
over several of them, that a meeting of the Board of Trustees was called and we were
disciplined. My father was president of the Board of Trustees, but though a stern man
himself, he had a keen eye for the picturesquely ludicrous, had been a lover of fun in his
young days, and seeing more to amuse than to condemn in the heartrending details of
the encounter, we escaped any serious infliction. Our cavalry company was disbanded,
however, and we rode no more in company of fours, nor fell any more upon the flanks of
the infantry. But how many of our little band, twenty years afterwards, rode with Fitz Lee,
and with Stuart, and with Rosser,—rode upon the serried squares of alien marauders on
their homes and their country,—I know not. As the war waged | would meet one of them
sometimes, with the same firm seat in the saddle, the same spirit of dash and deviltry
—but how many were left to tell to their children the story of battle and of bivouac is not
recorded. | only know that | can not recall a single living one to-day. As far as | can learn,
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every one has responded to the last Long 31 Roll, and every one has answered adsum —
here—to the black sergeant—Death.

At the termination of the session of Randolph-Macon College, in June, 1845, my health
had again become so impaired that my father concluded that it was best for me not to
return to college. But as my health improved somewhat after a month's vacation, he sent
me to Emory & Henry College, in Washington County—not only on account of the salubrity
of the climate, but as that institution had been conducted as a labor school, he wished me
to combine manual labor with the course of the institution. At the time of my matriculation
the manual labor feature of the school had been abandoned, and | only remained there
about three months, and returned home. | made some warm friends, however, amongst
them two young gentlemen from Alabama, named Clayton, one of whom became a
general in the Confederate Army, but with whom | was never fortunate enough to meet.
They were my room-mates.

It may be of interest to note that it took me, at that time, three days and nights of
continuous staging to make the trip. It was not a dream of that day that an iron horse
would climb the Blue Ridge and Allegheny Mountains and speed his way at the rate of
forty miles an hour.

At the commencement of the session of 1846 at Randolph-Macon College my health

was so much improved that | again matriculated, and after two years was graduated with
the degree of A. B. at the head of my class. The faculty, being unable to determine upon
whom the first honor should be conferred,—Mr. J. C. Granbery and myself having stood
with equal grade for two years,—settled the matter by lot. He drew the longest straw, and,
I may remark, has kept it ever since. For some years he has been a distinguished divine
and a 32 Bishop of the Methodist Episcopal Church, South. As far as | can learn, he and |
are the only surviving members of the graduating class of 1848.
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After graduation came the momentous question of a choice of profession—a question that
gave me great trouble. My tastes, my inclination, and my ambition led me to prefer the
law. But my father, who had been educated at William & Mary College for the bar, and
had practised law up to middle life, and laid it aside after having achieved success, for
reasons which seemed pertinent and powerful to him, bitterly opposed my following the
same profession, urgently advising me to study medicine.

In obedience to his wishes, therefore, | matriculated at the University of Virginia in
October, 1848, and took the medical ticket. | had by no means made up my mind to
practise medicine, but | was young enough to give a year to the study of the profession,
and | knew that by earnest application | could take the degree of M. D. in that time, which
would not only be quite an addendum to a polite education but would greatly gratify my
parents. | succeeded in my effort, and in July, 1849, was graduated with the degree of M.
D. At that day a student was not asked how long he had studied medicine, or if he had
studied it at all, but at the expiration of the session an examination was placed upon the
boards, and the candidate for graduation was required to write his replies to the questions.
If he could answer correctly a certain per centum he was given his degree. And, forsooth,
he was entitled to it. His knowledge of anatomy, of physiology, of materia medica, of
chemistry, of medical jurisprudence, and of the theory of practise was tested and drained
to the last drop; and the little piece of parchment—diploma—which was presented him,

if successful, was a ready witness to his proficiency anywhere thereafter that he 33
chose to take it. Of course there were few graduates many—throwing up the game in
discouragement, as not worth the candle. Eleven, | think, were graduated in the class of
seventy-two students of which | was a member.

From the University of Virginia | went to Philadelphia, spending the remainder of the year
1849, and a good part of 1850—'51, in seeking practical knowledge of the profession. | took
a diploma from the Jefferson Medical College, from the Pennsylvania Hospital, and from
the Philadelphia Obstetrical Institute, but | had no more trouble with examinations.
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After graduating at the Jefferson Medical College, Dr. Thomas D. Mutter, Professor

of Surgery in that institution, one of the most skilful surgeons and most accomplished
gentlemen | ever knew, offered me a place on the staff of the surgical clinic of the
college, one of my confreres being Dr. J. M. DaCosta, a young Spaniard or Cuban, who
subsequently settled in Philadelphia, and rose to the head of the profession. | had just
taken my place when my father summoned me home. He had met with unexpected
reverses, and as | had one profession there was no time to consider the question of
acquiring another, but pressing occasion to put into practise one which had cost me no
little money and the elements of which | had pretty well mastered. So it is “that there is a
divinity which shapes our ends, rough hew them as we may.”

The next earnest and important question was, where to locate. That was a matter involving
not only life's labor, but life's success or life's failure, possibly. Certain gentlemen in the
town of Farmville and its vicinity, moved by what consideration | never knew, proposed

to guarantee me the sum of twelve hundred dollars a year if | would settle in that section.
One of these was Mr. Joseph E. Venable, who afterwards moved to 3 34 Petersburg, and
who was one of our most upright and honored citizens, and, to his death, one of my best
patrons and most faithful friends. | visited Farmville and called on and thanked my stranger
friends—for they were all strangers to me; but | had pretty well determined to settle in
some city, and the choice lay between Petersburg and Norfolk, as | had more friends and
acquaintances in those cities than in any others of the Commonwealth. | visited Norfolk,
which about that time was a sleepy burgh of some 12,000 to 15,000 people, lacking in
enterprise, but abounding in social pleasures and distinguished for its hospitality and high
living. | had letters to a Doctor Andrews, whom | found was not only considered the Nestor
of the profession in that city, but almost the profession itself. | had never heard one man
referred to so universally as head and shoulders above all others in the same line, and |
suspect he deserved the distinction.
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Unfortunately | met with quite a severe accident a few days after getting to Norfolk, and
was compelled to trespass upon his time and consult his skill. He impressed me as a

man thoroughly conversant with both medicine and surgery (I had recourse to him as a
surgeon), but | was especially struck with the simplicity of his manner and of his treatment.
In that perhaps consisted his true worth as a doctor, and to that he owed his undisputed
and distinguished success.

| had two very good friends—old college chums—in Norfolk, Prof. O. H. P. Corprew and
Mr. E. T. Hardy. Both received me kindly and hospitably, but | concluded that | would not
like Norfolk as a place of residence. A fortunate conclusion. Four years afterwards Norfolk
was swept with a fearful epidemic of yellow fever, more than half the local physicians
dying, 35 paying the penalty of their faithfulness with their lives. One of my classmates at
the University and in Philadelphia, Dr. Junius Briggs, fell an early victim.

After leaving Norfolk | concluded to locate in Petersburg, and on the 1st day of January,
1851, | left my father's house in Brunswick County, and, making the trip of forty-five miles
in one day, drove up to Powell's Hotel in the evening and registered my name and “at
home.” | came with two horses, driving one given me by my father, to a fine sulky, which
had been made for me a few months before, costing $100, by Mr. Jno. H. Atkinson,
whose carriage factory was located on Sycamore Street, just where Lewis & Bro. now
have their stand. The other horse was ridden by my body-servant, Preston, a fine young
negro man, given me by my grandfather. | placed my horses in Ragland's Livery Stable,
which occupied the locality where the China Palace and adjoining store now stand, and
next to Powell's Hotel, which stood on the site the Iron Front building recently occupied. |
engaged board for myself and servant at the above-named hostelry, then kept by Mr. Win.
N. Friend, the father of our esteemed citizen, Mr. Alfred Friend, Sr.—kept with prodigal
munificence of store and larder which characterized the old tavern, where | made my
pleasant home until two years afterwards, when | married and made my own home.
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A few days afterwards | rented an office over the store of Todd & Christian, druggists, then
occupying the store at the corner of Sycamore and Lombard streets, now occupied by

Mr. John Trusheim as a confectionery and lodging-house. In doing so | bought out Dr. R.
M. Anderson, who wished me better luck than he had had, saying that he had not been
able to make a living there. This, | confess, was discouraging, as the doctor was a man
not only of some experience in the profession, but a man of more than ordinary merit 36
and acquirement. He moved to Dinwiddie County soon afterwards, where he was more
successful, accumulating quite a competency to cheer and support the ripe old age to
which he attained.

After three or four months of patient occupancy of my quarters, my clientele did not crowd
my reception-room, as | had vainly imagined would be the case; and | began to fear that
Dr. Anderson's fate awaited me.

| found it convenient, in order to eke out my failing finances, to sell one horse, as two
horses were only a luxury, not a necessity demanded by my overcrowded work. Then,
after another short interval | concluded that the constant attention of my servant in

the ante-room was scarcely entirely necessary for the reception of the callers, whom |
succeeded in apprising of my presence or absence by an ingenious reversible card—the
invention, | suspect, of some impecunious person. On one side of this card, posted upon
the door, was written “IN,” on the other “OUT,” with the hour of return noted. This device
was so happy that | dispensed with the servant, hiring him out, thereby not only feeding
him, but utilizing the wages of his hire for my own daily bread.

At the expiration of six months, reading one morning in the Scriptures that “a horse was

a vain thing for safety,” | began, in a moment of abundant leisure, to make a sort of an
exegesis of the text, and, amongst other ideas suggested by reflection, it occurred to me
that a horse was also a vain thing for a man to keep whose provender was exhausted. |
could not send my horse to follow my servant, and make his own living, for two reasons:
Firstly, he had a glass eye, by which he became generally well known, but which would not
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have militated against his usefulness had he not—secondly—manifested to all observers
the most conspicuous habit of insubordination, so that it became 37 the general remark
that he was a horse that would allow no man to ride or drive him except the doctor who
owned him. | sent him, therefore, to the country, to my father's, to spend the summer, my
father kindly offering to take care of him until the exigencies of my practise demanded his
recall. | did not send for him again until the following winter. Practise began to improve,
and in addition | formed a co-partnership with Dr. R. L. Madison, an old college-mate of
mine, who had settled in Petersburg some months after | did, and between us we felt
that, jointly, we could bear the expense of a horse. But we only kept him a short time.
During his long idleness he had “waxed fat,” and was more incorrigible than ever in his
deviltry, and | had to sell him. | sold him to a gentleman who was engaged, | think, in
hauling railroad iron, but Glass Eye had made up his mind that he would submit to no such
humiliating service as the drawing of a dray, and like an illustrious character in Scripture
(Deuteronomy 32:15) who had “waxed fat” before him, he “kicked,” and cutting a large
artery in his leg, lost his life.

However, we soon secured a more docile Rosinante, business improved rapidly, and

we felt that we were on the up grade. But as Dr. Madison and | were only together for

a year or so, and now are about to part company, | can not leave this part of my story
without testifying that a more honest, faithful, loyal friend, and a more genial, generous,
great-hearted, and accomplished gentleman | never met. He was a great-nephew of
President Madison, of the proudest and purest of old Virginia stock, modest and sensitive
as a woman, but as brave as and a type of the Chevalier Bayard. He was a physician

of high attainment, but ambitious to be and do more than was open before him in so
limited a field as Petersburg. Dr. Madison married, on the 3rd of May, 1853, a lady of
great accomplishments, and 38 as ambitious as himself—a Miss Leigh, of Orange County,
Virginia—and removed to Philadelphia, where his talents and energy soon brought him
into most favorable notice. His wife lived only a year, | think, after reaching Philadelphia,
and two years afterwards he married Miss Helen Bannister of this city, a most estimable
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lady, a beauty, and a belle. He remained in Philadelphia until the breaking out of the

war between the States—the War of the Rebellion, as it was termed there, the especial
home of hate and bitterness against the South, and the home of one Rev. Brooks, who
afterwards became a bishop of the Protestant Episcopal Church, but who bore the savory
reputation then, and there, of being a persecutor of any unfortunate rebel—man, woman,
or child—who came under his power, and with a cruelty and malignity only measured by
his opportunity of giving them distress. It is to be hoped that before he was called upon for
the rendition of his final account he stumbled upon a text which he might have found in the
great sermon of Paul, to the Athenians, on Mars Hill when he was declaring to them the
Unknown God (Acts 17:30).

| enter no apology for this little digression.*

* To the Hon. Edwin G. Booth, of Philadelphia, formerly a citizen of Virginia, Southern
prisoners, wherever they could be reached by him, were indebted for great kindness, and
most liberal contributions of clothes, blankets, etc. And there may have been other friends
in the City of Brotherly Love as kind as he, but | never heard of them. God knows who
even gave a cup of cold water in his name—and God reigns, even yet, and there. Any
one wishing to enquire further into this subject is referred to “United States Bonds,” a book
published by Rev. I. W. K. Handy, D. D., of Augusta County, Virginia, a journal of fifteen
months confinement as a prisoner at Fort Delaware.

At the breaking out of the war Dr. Madison came South, as did all its loyal sons—came
home and struck with them for fireside and altar. He was elected Surgeon and Professor at
the Virginia Military Institute,

JOHN HERBERT CLAIBORNE Of the Surry Troop Light Horse Harry Lee's Legion, 1776

39 filling his place in war and in peace with distinguished credit to himself. He died some
ten years subsequent to the restoration of the Union, in Thomasville, Georgia, whither
he had gone trying to evade the Nemesis consumption, which had pursued to death his
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first wife, and her two lovely daughters, just as they budded into womanhood. A loving
letter from him as he was entering the dark scenes of the Great Unknown told me of

the fearlessness with which he was meeting his last and only enemy, and of his perfect
confidence in a higher and better life. In a few days came the announcement of his death.

“Green be the turf above thee, Friend of my better days; None knew thee but to love thee,
None named thee but to praise.”

Dr. Madison was not a native of Petersburg, but of Orange or Madison County, Virginia.
Having lost his father at an early age, he came to Petersburg with his mother, who was

a Miss Strachan, of this city, and with her lived with Mr. Robert Strachan on a farm near
Butterworth's Bridge, at the head of Halifax Street. But he was educated in Petersburg,
and his name should be listed upon the roll of the many sons of the old Cockade City
whose virtuous and distinguished lives have given her preeminence amongst the cities of
the Commonwealth.

CHAPTER Il Petersburg in the Fifties. The City as | Found It—Some Early History—
The Population and a Comparison—The Society—The Fourth of July—Hospitality
and Liberality—The Business Interests—Growth of the City—Its Hotels and Taverns
—A Professional Adventure—Principal Resources and Finances—Its Municipal
Government—The Churches and Their Pastors—The Colored Congregations—

The Press of Petersburg in 1850 and Later—The Schools and Teachers—The
Petersburg Bar and Some Reminiscences of Its Honored Members—The Physicians
of Petersburg—Recollections of Many Notable Members of the Profession Before
and During My Time—Petersburg's Rise After the War.

At the time when | settled in this city, on the 1st of January, 1851, it was a town of 103
years of age, having been incorporated by the House of Burgesses, with the Town of
Blandford, in 1748, and directed to be laid off—the Town of Petersburg from the lands of
one Abraham Jones, and the Town of Blandford from the lands of one William Poythress.
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These acts of incorporation were probably passed at the instance and by the influence

of Col. William Byrd, of Westover, who, in 1733, determined that two citites should be
founded in Virginia—one at the falls of James River, to be called Richmond, and one at the
falls of the Appomattox River, to be called Petersburg.

This town was named for Captain Peter Jones, appointed by the Council commander-
in-chief of Fort Henry. It was also called Peter's Point. At this point was erected the first
trading house on the river, just opposite Bath Island, the former situation of the Southside
Railroad shops, and probably on the spot now occupied by Dunlop's factory. This was in
the year 1675.

41

In 1720 Captain Peter Jones's name appears on the Register of Bristol Parish, with

that of one John Bannister, both said to have been companions and comrades of that
gallant and enterprising gentleman Col. William Byrd, who about the year 1733 was
employed as one of the commissioners to run the dividing line between Virginia and North
Carolina. Bristol Parish at that time extended from Charles City County to Petersburg
and Blandford, including those two corporations, which corporations or towns must have
had some population, for from the same Registry we read that in 1733 the old “Ferry
Chapel,” whose site was somewhere in the neighborhood of Pocahontas Bridge, “was
out of repair, and too small to hold the congregation,” and that the church wardens were
instructed to purchase an acre of land from John Low, on Wells' Hill, Blandford, as a site
for a new church; and further that Robert Bolling and Wm. Poythress were appointed
superintendents of the new building, “plans and specifications prepared,” and that they
contracted with one Thomas Ravenscroft to build the church for 485 pounds, current
money of Virginia. The church was completed in 1737, and in the month of August of
that year the vestry held its first meeting in it. This was called the New Brick Church

on Wells' Hill, and is to us of to-day the Old Blandford Church, of sacred heritage and
precious memories. Though dismantled and unused for worship now, it still stands, its
roof and walls in perfect preservation, a silent sentinel over the graves of the sleepers
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of two hundred years. There are few who enter its ever-open portals, or who tread its
vacant aisles, that do not feel a solemnity which silences all save consecrated thought. “A
Stranger,” whose name has never been known, whilst visiting this hallowed structure some
time about the beginning of 42 the last century, penned on its walls certain striking and
beautiful lines, which can never be reproduced too often.*

* See Appendix.

In 1752 a town was ordered to be laid off from the lands of Richard Wittom, on the
northern side of the Appomattox River, just opposite Petersbhurg—said town to be called
Pocahontas; and John Bolling, Richard Eppes, Augustine Claiborne, and Roger Atkinson
were appointed trustees. Amongst the ordinances formulated by these worthy gentlemen
for the government of this town is one of interest so singular, if not so curious, that it is
worth noting, viz: That no wooden chimney should be erected to any house within the
precincts of this town. And the sheriff was vested with full power to pull down any such
structure.

At this time, and indeed until the War of the Revolution, Blandford was the most
prosperous, if not the most populous, of the three corporations which finally coalesced
into one city. Socially it was the court end. Its merchants were thrifty, enterprising, and
wealthy, carrying on direct trade with the Old Country, their vessels landing their cargoes
at Bates' Spring, on the river, just below Blandford. And some of its citizens were men of
note, amongst them George Keith Taylor, one of the most eminent jurists of his day, and
Dr. John Shore, one of the most eminent physicians.

In 1850 Petersburg, with its purlieus, Pocahontas and Blandford, became a city, under

a charter granted by the General Assembly of Virginia, with power to elect a mayor,
common council, and other municipal officers, by the people, with a viva voce vote, under
the system designated as manhood suffrage, or universal suffrage, which had been
adopted by the Convention of 1850 in the place of homestead suffrage. And 43 here was
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the entering wedge, as it was predicted at the time, for the introduction of methods and
management at the voting precincts which have oftener suppressed than expressed the
popular will. I do not refer to its effects on this city alone, or this commonwealth alone, but
on every city and every commonwealth where free suffrage, as it is now called, is adopted.
And in some of the cities of this great country, under this same license of free suffrage,
municipal government has not only been a failure or a fraud, but the municipal offices are
often filled by men vicious and corrupt, who pluck, to their own repletion, the body politic
as their lawful prey.

In the charter of March, 1850, the mayor was still elected by the council, but afterwards

it was changed by vote of the people. On November 5, 1850, the polls were opened on
the question whether the mayor should be elected by the council or the people. The vote
stood for electing the mayor by the people, 208; for electing the mayor by the council, 59
—only 267 votes in all. This can easily be understood by reflecting that a qualified voter at
that date had to be a “free-holder” of lots within the city, and own property to the value of
$150. Free suffrage has increased the number of suffragans greatly out of proportion to
population.

The population of Petersburg at this time—census of 1850—was 14,603. The first mayor
elected by the people was John Dodson, Esq., attorney at law, a most courteous and
elegant gentleman, and one who is doubtless remembered by some of the citizens

of this day. For several years before his election most of the functions of the office of
mayor devolved upon a magistrate or police justice—in this instance upon a sturdy

and uncompromising old Scotchman known as Squire Patterson. The Squire gave the
“lar” (law) to all unfortunate 44 offenders without fear, favor, or affection, and was a terror
to evil-doers. His executive officers or policemen were only two—-Billy Fenn and Billy
Williams, sharp, shrewd, courageous, and sleepless guardians of the public safety and
the public peace. And though the city embraced at that time within its corporate limits

a population of nearly 15,000, I think that law and order were preserved as well and as
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fully as now with a police corps of 26, and only about 7,000 more souls to superintend. O
Tempora! O Mores!

The society of Petersburg as | found it was refined, cultivated, and exclusive. There were
only about 6,000 whites, but it would have been difficult to find in the same population
anywhere a greater number of fine women or brave men. It had proudly borne for forty
years the soubriquet of the Cockade City of the Union, a title conferred by President
Madison in recognition of the patriotic service of the “Canada Volunteers,” a company
formed from its best citizens, and who marched from Virginia to the northern frontier of
the United States, in the War of 1812, and at Lundy's Lane got their baptism of blood in
repelling the British forces.

On visiting the monument in the Blandford Cemetery, erected in memory of these heroes,
and reading the names recorded there, one could easily recognize among the citizenship
of Petersburg in 1850 many men worthy of their sires, and many women worthy of the
men.

| have said of the society of Petersburg at this time that it was exclusive. This does not
indicate that it was cold or repellant. A more hospitable and warmhearted people did not
live, but a stranger was required to bring character and cultivation as his credentials.
Money, with its meretricious adornments and its vulgar display, was not the sesame

to open any gentleman's 45 door. There were few people of large fortunes,—none as
fortunes are estimated now,—but a large proportion of the population were possessed
of comfortable estates and incomes sufficient to insure a generous support. In no portion
of the Commonwealth were the people in easier circumstances. And they mingled in
their social gatherings with a freedom and elegance born of the old cavalier stock and
worthy of their inheritance. Their public gala days were the 22d of February—Washington's
Birthday, and the 4th of July, the birthday of National Independence. On both of these
days business was virtually suspended, and there was a parade of the military and

the firing of national salutes. On the night of the 22d of February there was generally a
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ball given at one of the prominent hotels, where the beauty and chivalry of the city and
surrounding country assembled, “And chased the glowing hours with flying feet.”

Military spirit was rife at that time in Petersburg, as it had been for forty years, and as it
was at the breaking out of the Civil War. There were three companies of infantry and one
of artillery, all of full ranks and composed of the best material, not only of young men, but
of men of any age under forty-five years, the limit of military service. In the ranks were
found men of all classes, all grades of social condition, and professions. And this spirit
pervaded the community until, when called upon to furnish her quota of volunteer troops
for the defense of the South, more soldiers stepped out to the tap of the drum, and filed
away to the field, than there was left of the voting population at home.

We have spoken of the gala days. The 4th of July was the great day. The military and
civic societies paraded in the morning, and in the afternoon a public 46 dinner, with
refreshments solid and liquid, was served, either on the Poplar Lawn (how Central Park),
or on the island in the river, between the present locations of the Norfolk & Western
Railroad and the old company shops. A few weeks before the 4th of July a meeting

of the citizens was always called at the Court House, and an orator was chosen to

make the address at the celebration of the 4th, and a reader to read the Declaration of
Independence.

Although | had not been a resident of the city quite eighteen months, and was but little
known, a friend of mine, R. G. Pegram, a young attorney, as | was then a young doctor,
nominated me as orator for the 4th of July, 1852. He had had the same honor conferred
on him the year preceding, and whether he desired to share with me the laurels won by
himself on that occasion, or was moved by a spirit of mischief, | never knew. However,

| accepted the nomination. Lieutenant Davidson, of the United States Navy, a brother

of the Misses Nora and Virginia Davidson, the well-known educators of this city, and
who, | suspect, are among the few people left that will remember the occasion, was
appointed reader of the Declaration of Independence. The exercises were held on Poplar
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Lawn. A stand was erected under a large gum tree, still standing by the spring, and the
amphitheatre above was fitted with rows of seats in semicircles to the summit of the

hill. After the parade and the firing of the national salute the military was marched to

the Lawn and the orator and the reader were conducted to the stand. On reaching the
stand | found seated on the rostrum Governor Johnson, then Governor of Virginia, the
Hon. R. K. Meade, the distinguished representative in Congress from the Petersburg
District, and several other notables of the Commonwealth and of the city, whilst occupying
the seats in the amphitheatre—a great 47 part being ladies—and standing around the
circle was a great crowd, filling the air with patriotic huzzas. | saw that | had an audience
before me of more than a thousand, looking into whose faces | could catch the eye of few
acquaintances and of fewer friends, whilst seated behind me were public men of great
prominence who had won forensic fame on many a hard-fought field. The scene and the
surroundings were sufficiently inspiring for any speaker, but for me they were rather awe-
inspiring and suggestive of an attack of stage fright.

However, when Lieutenant Davidson had finished the reading of the Declaration | gathered
my trembling nerves together and advanced, on call of the master of ceremonies, to the
railing in front of the stand, and, as soon as the applause which greeted my appearance
subsided, launched out into the patriotic strain peculiar to that day. | was not quite so
unaccustomed to public speaking as some of my friends supposed, in fact had often, in
the four years of my collegiate course, appeared before the public and aired my young
eagles in classic oratory of the schools, but | had never appeared before an audience

so large and on an occasion so trying. Of course | did not dare to appear before such

an assembly of people unprepared. | was sure of my ground, and took for my subject
certain salient points in Washington's Farewell Address, so, accustomed to “thinking on my
feet,”—an art that young men should acquire,—never faltered a minute for a word. | had

a manuscript buttoned up in the breast of my uniform (I was an officer in the artillery), but

| had no recourse to it. Memory did not fail me. And though | have not a line or scratch of
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pen of one word which | spoke on that day, yet | can as distinctly remember my exordium
as when it passed from my lips more than half a century ago:

48

Fellow Citizens:

Called by your too-partial kindness to play so conspicuous a part in the celebration of

this natal day of American Independence, you must not expect me to wield any mighty
weapon in this battled arena upon which | am thrown. Poetry, painting, and eloquence
have exhausted their resources in commemorating this day; and | am neither Homer, nor
Apelles, nor Tully. | belong to a profession whose fame is not heard in the echoes of the
forum, and whose glories are not enshrined amid the records of forensic eloquence. | have
only a mite to bring, but, as | lay it on the altar, | pray that its incense may arise with the
orisons that go up to-day from ten thousand hearts to heaven that God would bless our
country and perpetuate our institutions.

At the conclusion of this sentence there was a great huzza, and an explosion of loud
amens from a number of worthy old patriots seated just before me, and on looking down |
saw the tears welling from their eyes. Amongst the few that | knew | recognized old Major
Lyon, Capt. Daniel Butts, Capt. F. Rives, Rev. Mr. Charlton, and one or two others. | saw
at once that | had my audience under my power, and the encouragement was so full that |
had no trouble as | proceeded, but held their attention for nearly an hour, when | sat down,
overwhelmed by congratulations and deafened by applause. One enthusiastic gentleman
—now an old man and a resident of New York—took me by the hand and said, “It is well,
young man, that you did not speak in the old theatre to-day [the 4th of July oration was
sometimes delivered there when the weather was bad]; that applause would have shaken
the house down.”

| was greatly elated, of course, and have never scored a success in any manner or time or
place, in the fifty years since, which gave me such unqualified pleasure.
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Of course a copy of the address was asked for for publication; and then came forward two
kindly mentors, sincere and common-sense friends, who said to me: “No, do not print it.

It will not read in print as 49 you spoke it. Besides, there was not so much in it after all.
You took the people by surprise, for they did not expect so much of you, and they were
agreeably disappointed. Let it end here, and don't let them turn your head.”

| accepted their counsel, knowing that it was wise, and feeling that it was kind.

But that day's work was far-reaching in its results. When, in a few years subsequently,
political fires of such fierceness were kindled in the community that the whole social

fabric felt their baleful force, and neighbor and friend were separated from neighbor and
friend, and faces that before had only smiled on meeting now scowled with hate, | was
often called to the front; and on the hustings encountered many a throng which bore no
semblance to that crowd which | swayed and captured on that happy 4th of July, 1852. My
meaning will plainly appear when | write of Petersburg from 1854 to 1861.

In the meantime, let us return to Petersburg as it was when | reached it in January, 1850.
According to Mr. E. S. Gregory (“Sketches of Petersburg,” published by Campbell & Co.),
“no place in this country excelled it for hospitality and liberality. She had a large trade

with European ports, which every day added to her growth and wealth. Throughout the
whole Union her culture, her cordiality, and her enterprise were commended of all men.
The merchants of that day were princes in their profession, exceeded by none for their
integrity, their foresight, and their boldness to improve the legitimate opportunities for
investment.” And these merchants represented every department of trade and commerce.
Old Street, as | recall it, was crowded day by day with drays and wagons—country
wagons, not the frail and cheap creations of to-day, painted red and marked made in
some distant State, 4 50 and sold by some home business arrangement; but high, long-
bodied, covered with white canvas, in fact regular schooners—Iladen not with small piles
of loose tobacco, but three great hogsheads weighing perhaps 1,800 pounds apiece, or
with an hundred sacks of corn or wheat, and drawn by six stalwart horses, driven by sable
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jehus, who, proud of their teams, proud of the masters whom they represented, proud of
the music of the jingling bells on their leaders' necks, cracked their long whips in glee,

the embodiment of fat, well-fed and contented labor. These wagons were all of home
manufacture, in the city or surrounding country, and many of them by a sterling old citizen
of Halifax street—price $100; but the buyer could confidently know that he got the worth of
his money, the simple inscription “Wells, Maker,” being the only guarantee asked or given.
Old Mr. Wells—I suspect that few men of to-day remember him; if they do, they remember
him as | do—faithful, honest, just and upright, was the type of the mechanic in Virginia of
the olden time; and his work was the model work of a workman's hands, not the shoddy
output of machinery.

Among the merchants on Old Street who handled these products from the planter's hand,
and the factors who bought and sold for him, and managed his town business, was,

as | recall the most prominent of them Thomas Branch, general commission merchant,
importer of Peruvian guano, buyer of wheat in large quantities for export or for sale, etc.,
who did probably the largest business of the kind in the city. Mr. Branch was a portly man
of fine appearance, cordial in manner, hospitable, and charitable when convinced that the
charity was needed, He was a great Methodist, and for years was a power in the church.
After the war, 51 Branch & Sons occupied the same location, and in the early seventies
removed to Richmond, where one of the firm, Mr. J. P. Branch, still survives.

Another firm which | recall was Sturdivant, Hurt & Co. These gentlemen did a large grocery
and commission business, selling great quantities of groceries adapted to the wants of the
surrounding country, and handling on commission tobacco, wheat, corn, and, indeed, all
the products of the planter in exchange. They were active, popular, and of excellent credit,
and commanded the confidence of their customers to the fullest extent. One of this noted
firm yet survives in the person of our venerable and highly respected citizen Mr. S. J. Hurt,
though not now engaged in the same business.
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Then | can recall on this crowded street a number of other commission merchants and
grocers, amongst them Peebles, White & Davis, Jones & Blunt, Hall & Peebles, Heath &
Mason, and Mr. Lewis Lunsford, a manufacturer of and a very large dealer in whiskeys,
who lived on the south side of Old Street, about opposite Mr. Tarlton Heath's, and whose
son has a large feed and grain store on the same street now. On the south side of the
Market Square there were a number of Israelitish citizens, dealers in general merchandise,
—A. Eichberg, the Cohens, Kulls,—some of whom, or their sons, still survive the half
century; and by the thrift, industry, and business capacity peculiar to their race now enjoy
deserved prosperity. There were no Jews at that time in business higher up town than the
house just below the present stand of Armstrong, the druggist; this was occupied by Marx
Robinson, general dealer. There were several families of English Jews, the Davises, living
on Bollingbrook Street. These were not merchants, but were generally considered rich.

52

There were not a great many stores on Bollingbrook Street. Amongst the merchants who
did business on that street | readily recall Andrew Kevan & Brother. These were millers,
or rather manufacturers of flour, doing a most extensive business, buying probably more
wheat in one year than is now brought to the city in twenty years. Mr. Andrew Kevan, the
elder partner, was a most public-spirited citizen, taking great interest in municipal affairs,
and was, | think, the last mayor of the city under the old regime, when the mayor was
selected by the council. Yet Mr. Kevan was not in any measure a politician. He lived to a
very advanced age, never losing his interest in public affairs, and keeping to the last that
which he merited—the confidence and respect of his fellows.

On the northeast corner of Bollingbrook and Sycamore Streets were Muir & Stevens,
wholesale and retail dealers in china, glass-ware, etc.; and adjoining them the large shoe
house of Drummond & Wyche. Below them, on the opposite side, was Patrick Booth,
afterwards Booth & Grigg; and at the southeast corner of Bollingbrook and Sycamore
Streets J. H. Robertson, or Spotswood & Robertson, druggists; and below them on
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Bollingbrook Street, W. R. Wilkins, merchant tailor, and Mr. Charles Loomis, merchant
tailor; and next a lottery office kept by Mr. Granier* and a large confectionery store by
Peter Martin. Both of these latter gentlemen had escaped from San Domingo at the
general massacre of the whites on that island, and had cast their lots in the United States.

* See Appendix.

On Sycamore Street, on the west side, and opposite Bollingbrook, were Daniel Perkinson
& Co., saddlers and dealers in harness; and, passing up the street, Bragg & Wilson,
wholesale and retail druggists, occupying 53 the stand now held by Wm. E. Armstrong &
Co., the location of perhaps the oldest drug stand in the city, kept first by Colonel Bragg,
then by Bragg & Sons, then by Wm. Bragg, Jr., & Thomas, and then by Bragg & Wilson.
William Wilson will be remembered by many of his old comrades of Co. E, 12th Virginia
Regiment. He was a genial, generous gentleman, exempt by law from military service, but
he joined the army of Lee when the siege of Petersburg was begun, and was killed at the
Battle of Hatcher's Run, the bullet cutting the femoral artery. According to the infantryman
who stood next to him in line, Mr. George S. Bernard, he died almost immediately.

Next above Bragg & Wilson came Abrams, Lyon & Davis, large dry-goods merchants,
mostly retail; and then Q. & L. Morton, hardware; and Dunn & Spencer, hardware; and
Peebles, White & Scott, dry-goods—Ilarge assortment of staple and fancy dry-goods, did
large country trade; and Mr. John Bradbury, fine and staple dry-goods for same trade; and
E. P. Nash, northwest corner Sycamore and Bank Streets, books and pianos and music,
did a very large business. Mr. Nash was a most excellent and enterprising gentleman,
and was one of the prime movers in founding the Petersburg Female College, the building
now owned and occupied by Mr. Robert Gilliam. Of the seventeen original trustees of the
college, only one (myself) is living.

There was another book store kept by Col. J. C. Swann, a gallant old Irish gentleman (on
Bank Street, | think); and another by Gaines & Riches, which | can not locate. Mr. Riches
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—an uncle of Dr. Harwood—still survives, in the nineties, the only survivor of the firms
which | have enumerated.

On the east side of Sycamore, between Bollingbrook and Bank Streets, | can recall only
three stores. These were Echols & Hall, hats, etc.; the large clothing 54 house of Scaoitt,
Keen & Co.—the pioneer house for ready-made clothing in the city; Thomas Nowlan,
jewelry, watches, etc.; and at the northeast corner of Sycamore and Lombard Streets, then
called “Back” Street, Charles Corling, druggist, successor of Brown & Corling, a very old
establishment. This corner was known as “Corling's Corner” for many years.

Passing up Sycamore Street on the west were Charles Lumsden, afterwards Stevens

& Hopkins, jewelry, watches, silver-ware, etc.; Thomas Royston, clothing; Brodnax,
Tanner & Wright, retail dry-goods, did a large town and country business; Samuel Marks,
confectioner, who is yet alive, in his nineties; William and Andrew Morgan, gunsmiths, etc.;
and John Pollard, saddlery and harness.

On the east side of Sycamore Street, beginning at Lombard, southeast corner, was
Thomas H. Rosser, druggist; then A. Bond (father of A. and Thos. Bond), family grocery;
higher up the extensive wholesale dry-goods house of Paul & Mcllwaine; and of John
Stevenson; and the wholesale house of Kerr & Marbury, glassware and crockery,
importers and extensive dealers; and the house of Peed & Parson, cabinet makers and
manufacturers of furniture generally; and Booth & Sommers, and Turnbull, Morrison &
Stone, grocers. Of the latter firm Mr. R. T. Stone is the sole survivor.

Crossing to the west side of Sycamore Street again, on the northwest corner was
Mechanics' Hall; and crossing over West Tabb Street to the southwest corner of Tabb
and Sycamore was the large grocery establishment of Mcllwaine, Brownley & Co., doing
the largest business in the city, and probably as large as any in the State. Their building
extended from the corner to Powell's Hotel, which occupied the ground recently covered
by the Iron Front, Rosenstocks, etc. Above Powell's Hotel was Ragland's Mule and Livery
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55 Stables, then came a long row of one-storied wooden shanties, extending as far as

St. Paul's Church, which stood some forty or fifty feet back from the street about the
present location of Russell's confectionery, Reinach's shoe store, etc. Between St. Paul's
Church and the northwest corner of Sycamore and Washington Streets were several
stores, amongst them N. M. Martin & Donnan, | think, grocers and commission merchants.
At this corner, now occupied by Beckwith as a drug store, was the entrance to Centre
Warehouse.

Returning to East Tabb Street and east side of Sycamore, we find at the southeast corner
Lea & Madison, grocers, and Pitman & Cuthbert. Then passing up the street we find a
large and popular boarding-house, kept by Mrs. Ariana Smith—to some extent a place

of overflow from Powell's Hotel, just opposite. Then “Harness and Saddlery” by P. M.
Steward; a most worthy man, and an excellent merchant. Then there were few or no
houses, except West Hill Warehouse, until getting to Franklin Street. At the southeast
corner of Franklin and Sycamore Streets was the residence of Rev. Minturn Thrift, whose
premises and garden extended along the east side of Sycamore to Washington Street,
Crossing Washington Street, on the southeast corner of Washington and Sycamore was
an old wooden dwelling occupied by a German family. In this family, some two or three
years afterwards, | saw the first case of diphtheria that | ever saw or heard of, and perhaps
the first case, or amongst the first, of that disease which had been reported since 1757.

It soon made itself known to us, however, and for several years subsequently pervaded
the city and made sad havoc amongst the people. It did not confine itself especially to
children, but claimed its victims amongst young and old.

56

Following Sycamore Street on the east side there were only two or three houses
intervening below Washington and Wythe Streets—one the old brick house, yet standing,
and bearing marks of indisputable antiquity. This was owned and occupied by a gentleman
named Weeks, and had been used as a tavern, though it was not used for that purpose

in 1850-51. Passing Mr. John Dunn's residence there was not another house on the
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east side of Sycamore between his house and Marshall Street. The whole of the square
between the alley running just north of the Petersburg Club House and Marshall Street on
the south, and between Adams Street on the east and Sycamore Street on the west, was
open, with the exception of the old brick house now standing at the northeast corner of the
alley and Adams Street, and was occupied by a Scotchman named McKinsie as a flower
garden.

But we have followed this line far enough for our purpose. The growth of the city, counted
by houses, since 1850 has been wonderful. A good part of South Market Street, almost

all of West Washington, from South Street; the whole of the square between Washington
on the north and Shepherd Street on the south; and South Street on the east, and Dunlop
Street on the west, was a vacant lot. The square on the opposite side of West Washington
Street, bounded by it on the south, by Pearl Street on the north, by South Street on the
east, and Dunlop Street on the west, was vacant, with the exception of two or three old
wooden shanties on Washington Street—in fact almost all of what is now the western part
of the city has been built up since 1850, yet the census of 1900 shows only an increase in
population of 7,000 in those fifty years. It is simply incredible.

The hotels of the city have not increased in number pari passu with other buildings and
with the population.

57

The principal hotels of that day were three. There was “Powell's,” occupying the locality
where the “Iron Front” stood, and kept by Mr. Wm. N. Friend, the father of our respected
fellow citizen, Mr. Alfred Friend. This house was mostly patronized by the people of
Brunswick, Lunenburg, Mecklenburg, Nottoway, Dinwiddie and Amelia Counties, and by
people who came to the city by private conveyance from the southside country. There
were large stables belonging to the hotel for the care of the horses of the visitors. “The
accommodation for man and beast,” in parlance of that time, was of the first class. The
menu was the menu of the table of the old Virginia country gentleman, and the cuisine
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and the service could not be surpassed. The dishes were not brought in by detail, nor the
contents served in dabs around your plate. When the guest appeared at the table he saw
before him what there was to eat (the table was long, and not in sections or divisions), and
a willing servant stood ready to cater to his choice of food.

At this period almost every one—ladies and gentlemen—was served at the table d'hote;
but when, as a boy, | first became acquainted with this house, visiting it with my father
and family, when ladies were of the party, we did not sit at the public table, but had a
suite of rooms, of which one was always the dining-room. The genius of this room was a
courteous old darky, whose bald pate was as polished as his manner, and | shall never
forget his reverential obeisance as he took orders for what he should provide for the next
meal. Contented, cheery, happy old Sam,—a slave if you choose to call him so—he filled
his place perfectly in his day and generation, and passed away, his dust to mingle with
the dead of the fine ladies and gallant gentlemen 58 whom he delighted to serve, and
who loved to reward and honor him. Man and master, the like, or better, can never be
reproduced.

And there were Sam's fellow servants, John Bolling and Sam Bolling, having charge of
the rooms of the guests; and Bob Clark in the dining-room, who, with his savings, bought
his freedom and opened a livery stable on Lombard Street; and old Jacob, the porter or
omnibus man; and others whose names | can not recall—all men whose urbanity, whose
faithfulness, and whose integrity might well be copied now by many who look upon their
lives as the memories of a degraded humanity.

Another of the principal hotels was “Jarratt's”; still in situ, but changed in all else. This was
kept by John Jarratt, a born boniface, who knew his business, and who attended to it.

His house was always full, and was the hostelry chiefly of the people who came to town
by railroad from Greenesville County, Northampton County, and the counties contiguous
to the Petersburg Railroad; and from North Carolina, whose citizens at that time formed

a large contingent of those who came to Petersburg on business or for pleasure. The
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terminus of the Petersburg Railroad was at the Union Street Depot. There the passengers
left the train, and those wishing to remain in the city found convenient quarters, and
comfortable, withal, at “Jarratt's.” Those wishing to go farther north were hurried into a long
omnibus, and behind four horses were driven rapidly to Pocahontas, where the train of

the Richmond & Petersburg Railroad awaited them. The driver was one Henry, a sable
personage, but a master of the reins, and with evident pride in his exalted position on the
box. | have seen him recently on our streets, but ago and freedom have evidently not dealt
very kindly with him, and one would hardly recognize in his attenuated 59 form the stately
jehu who rattled his pampered team over our rough pavements fifty years ago.

The other principal hotel was the “Bollingbrook,” also still in situ, and kept well by a worthy
man at present; but he who remembers it in the pride of its past feels now, as he treads its
corridors, that he

“Treads alone some banquet hall deserted, Whose lights are fled, whose garlands dead,
And all but he departed.”

It was kept at that time by Dr. John Minge, a gentleman of the olden school, and who
knew how to keep a hotel for gentlemen. It was mostly patronized by the people in the
lower counties—Prince George, Sussex, Surry, Southampton, Isle of Wight; by the people
“down the river.” It was constantly filled, especially by those on pleasure bent, but its great
season was the time of the New Market Races. Virginia at that period, as it had been

for many years, was the home of the race-horse and its race tracks were the theatres

for the display and for the triumphs of some of the finest coursers which this country has
ever produced. Eclipse, Red Eye, Sir Charles, Arabian, Lusborough, Virginius, Baslona,
and Andretta were names as familiar to the public as the names of the most prominent
politicians and statesmen. Mr. Otway P. Hare, lately deceased in his nineties, was the
owner of the New Market grounds, and the owner of some of the finest horses which
contended for the prizes, and which won them. At his beautiful home, situate on the

hill above the race track, he kept open house, and dispensed the most generous and
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lavish hospitality. At such times he had for his guests the most famous turfmen of the
country, and his stables were the homes of their stock. But the “Bollingbrook” gathered the
hundreds who came to the annual display and the annual sport, and “beauty and chivalry”
filled its famous halls.

60

There were other hotels of minor importance in the city. One at the corner of Old and
Short Market Streets; another at the corner of the Old Market Square; another on Second
Street, below the “Bolling-brook,” on the opposite side. These were cheap taverns for the
accommodation of people of moderate means. And there were two taverns outside of the
corporation, in Dinwiddie County—one at the junction of the Squirrel Level Road and the
Court-House Road, at the house now occupied by Mr. Steere; and one at the junction

of the Court-House Road and Cox Road. The latter was a long, rambling house of two
stories, with a portico running its whole length, and was known by the distinctive title of the
“Long ‘Onery” (“Ordinary”), a term formerly applied to any house where the meals were
furnished at a common table. Planters coming from the country traversed by the roads
before mentioned would time their arrival at these houses so that they could spend the
night under their hospitable roofs, and going into town after early breakfast attend to their
business and return to their quarters at night, so as to get an early start for their homes the
following morning.

At the tavern on Second Street | had a professional adventure which came near proving
a very serious one for me. | was summoned one morning after breakfast to see a guest
at this hotel, and on going to the office and enquiring for the room of my patient | was
addressed by a burly, red-headed man at my side, who informed me that he was the
person who wished to see me, and he invited me to his room. On getting there he
commenced to ask me a number of desultory and irrelevant questions as to where | was
born, where | was educated, whether | had ever matriculated at a school in Berlin or
Vienna, how long | had remained there, etc., until | became impatient and said to him 61
that if he wished to see me professionally | would talk with him, but that | was busy, and
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if he had nothing more important to say to me | would leave. “No,” he answered, “you
can't leave. | have something very important to say to you; but this room is not sufficiently
private.” lie then ushered me into an interior and adjoining room, and locking the door

put the key in his pocket. This room was bare of furniture, except a large, heavy bench,
upon which he motioned me to be seated. Standing before me, he told me that he was
from Richmond; that he had gone to the confessional that morning before leaving, but
that there was something on his mind which he wished to confess to me alone. Still a little
annoyed and impatient, | replied, “Let us have it then.” Said he, “I am in love.” | was not
in the humor to be amused by what | supposed were the fancies of a drunken man, and
quickly said, “Open that door; we have had enough of this.” He replied that he would only
open that door after he had obtained the object for which he had sent for me. “Well, what
is it,” | said. He replied, “I am informed that you brought with you from abroad a formula
for a medicine by the administration of which you can make any woman love you whom
you wish to win.” | answered, “I am tired of this egregious folly,” and was about to seek the
door and force it, when he stopped me, saying, “| was prepared for this, and am prepared
to enforce my demands,” showing at the same time a very ugly revolver. | saw then that

| was dealing with a madman, a powerful man with whom | could not cope in strength,
and | recognized at once that | would have to resort to strategy to rescue myself, so |
replied: “What you have remarked is true. | have a prescription for a love powder which
will accomplish all that you wish, but | have never shown it or acknowledged it to any
living being before. It is simply priceless; 62 but you have me in your power, and if you
choose to rob me of it | have no means of preventing you.” To this he answered: “I do not
propose to rob you. | can pay you, and propose to pay you your full price; but it is well for
you to understand that | am going to have it, if | have to resort to violence to secure it.”
“All right,” | said, “put up your pistol. Do you read Latin?” “No,” he replied. | then wrote a
prescription for a most powerful depressant emetic, in two powders; told him to take one,
and to administer the other to his enamorata when he returned to Richmond. | thought it
possible he might summon a boy and send for it and take it whilst he kept me in durance,
but had he done so | should have had no fear of him in fifteen minutes after he swallowed
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it. However, he simply put the formula in his pocket and opened the door, and | lost no
time in leaving the room. He followed me, and when we reached the office an officer was
awaiting him, and immediately took him in charge, informing me that he was an escaped
lunatic. The officer politely inquired if | had any charges against him or wished to detain
him. “No charges,” | said, “and | beg that you will not think of detaining him a minute on my
account.” | did not even give away the love powder story, and could not help hoping that
my lunatic would get a little of it before he reached his destination.

In enumerating the business houses of note or the various streets, | omitted to note the
establishment of the Leonards, on Old Street, south side, who had a hardware and gun
store. It is now greatly enlarged, and conducted by the surviving brother, Mr. Charles
Leonard, on Bank Street. On the same side of the street was the saddle and harness
manufactory by Mr. B. P. Harrison, a most worthy and excellent Christian man. And on
Short Market Street there was a carriage manufactory, by Mr. Slaughter; and on Bank 63
Street another by Mr. Camp; and on Sycamore Street, near West Hill Warehouse, another
by Mr. Pope; and on South Sycamore Street, just where the Lewises now have their
extensive business, was still another carriage factory by Mr. Atkinson. These mechanics
served their day and generation with faithful, honest work, and no man was compelled to
go North or elsewhere to find a handsome or substantial vehicle. Good, substantial oak
or hickory stock they used, without the plaster of veneer or putty; and their work might
have been likened to the work of the one-horse shay of Dr. Holmes, warranted to run an
hundred years and a day.

There were in different portions of the city the establishments of such mechanics and
contractors in brick or wood as Major Daniel Lyon, Mr. Beverly Drinkard, W. H. Baxter,
Lumsden & Shedden, Traylor & Peterson, and others whom | can not recall.

Of the sons of Tubal-Cain,—workers in brass and iron,—Tappey & Lumsden, at the old
stand, still kept up on Washington Street; and Uriah Wells, who might be called the father
of the foundries here, a man no less noted for his mechanical genius than for his rugged
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countenance, and his incorruptible integrity. His place of business was just where Dunlop's
Factory now stands.

Tobacco, the staple and money crop of the surrounding country then, was a prime article
of manufacture in the city, and the source of her wealth and prosperity. Mr. David Dunlop
(not the person who owns and conducts a factory now on Old Street) occupied almost a
square between the lower part of Bollingbrook and Lombard Streets with his elegant house
and capacious factories; Messrs. Osborne and Chieves occupied the factory on the corner
of Washington and Jefferson Streets now owned and occupied by Mr. John H. Maclin;

Mr. Robert Leslie, the uncle of Messrs. Watson 64 and McGill, occupied the factory on
Washington Street now owned and occupied by them; Mr. Reuben Ragland had a large
factory at the corner of Washington Street and Jones' Road, and Messrs. Williamson &
Venable, young men, who had just come to Petersburg to try their fortunes, occupied a
factory at the Basin, on the locality now occupied by Mr. J. E. Routh as a basket and crate
factory. Large quantities of tobacco were then brought down in hogsheads on batteaux
—long boats—by the river and canal, and the location was a most convenient one for a
tobacco factory. Mr. J. P. Williamson, the Williamson of that firm, and one of our most
respected and valued citizens, still survives, and doubtless holds in kindly memory the
halcyon days and nights made merry by the old boatmen of the Appomattox batteaux.

Messrs. McEnery and McCulloch owned and occupied a factory on Washington Street,

at the corner of Guarantee, and did a large business; and the Camerons owned and
occupied a large factory on Perry Street, though not exactly at the location of their present
factory.

Twelve years later the most of these buildings were devoted to very different objects.
Large, airy, and well ventilated, they were admirably suited for hospitals, and in the

spring of 1862 were hired or impressed for that purpose, and were soon filled with sick or
wounded soldiers. The peaceful art of manufacture had given place to the cruel art of war,
and instead of the songs of the dusky operatives at their cheerful work were heard only the
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groans of the sick or the cries of those who had been wounded in battle. The surgeon had
assumed the position of the manager, and many of the colored employees were utilized
as nurses and servants, and with the imitativeness, the docility, and kindliness of the
slave, soon became as useful as they had been in 65 their legitimate employment. One of
these factories—that of the Camerons—was named the North Carolina Hospital; another
—that of Osborne & Chieves, now Maclin's—was named the South Carolina Hospital,
and another—that of Robert Leslie's, on Washington Street, now Watson & McGill's—
was named the Virginia Hospital; but they were all organized by order of the Confederate
Government. The general orders were that the soldiers of these States, when brought to
the city sick or wounded, should be assigned to the respective hospitals bearing the name
of their States—which were mostly under charge of surgeons from those States—for the
sake of convenience and of comradeship; and this was done so far as practicable, but not
fully, as the exigencies of the service made it often impossible.

The only other factories at this period of any importance, or which contributed to any
extent to the public interest, were the cotton factories—Matoaca, Ettrick, Battersea,
Petersburg Mills, Swift Creek, and Merchants' Mills. These factories represented a capital
of between $800,000 and $1,000,000, and employed between 800 and 1,000 hands,—
white, all of them,—with a monthly pay roll of about $10,000 or $12,000, and average
capacity for turning out sheeting and cotton yarns, etc., of about 200,000 yards per week.
This was no inconsiderable industry for the period and for this section. Manufactories in
the South employing white operatives were but few, and these in Petersburg, for the few
years during which they had been established, were considered a God-send to the poorer
classes of people in the city and the surrounding counties, enabling them to secure a
decent livlihood, which it was difficult to do by agricultural pursuits, where all the best lands
were tilled by planters owning their own labor, who had no necessity to hire other help,
even had 5 66 pride of race and caste permitted the white man to labor in the fields by the
side of the negro slave.
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Now to conduct the various business pursuits and industries to which we have referred,
necessitated capital and money accommodation. This was furnished by men—public-
spirited citizens—of fortune, and by the banks. There were three banks in the city at that
time, as there are three now—the Exchange Bank, on Bank Street; George W. Bolling,
president; Pat Durkin, cashier. The Farmers Bank, on Bollingbrook Street; Wm. Robertson,
president; Pleasant Osborne, cashier. And The Bank of Virginia, on Bank Street; Joseph
Bragg, president; George W. Stainback, cashier. | do not know what amount of capital
was invested in these banks or what amount of deposits was received and utilized by
them. They were what were known at that time as State Banks, being banks both of issue
and deposit, and their notes of issue were of unexceptionally good credit. Considering
the very heavy business which was transacted, not only with the city people, but with the
people of the surrounding counties, all of which were then rich and prosperous, we take it
for granted that their financial condition was about that of the three banks of to-day; if so,
their aggregate capital—stock and undivided profits—must have been about $750,000,
their aggregate deposits about $1,850,000, and their gross assets about $2,600,000,
which would have enabled them to do an annual volume of business of $75,000,000 to
$100,000,000, not far, | suspect, from the true condition, of things.

We have no accurate knowledge—that is, no knowledge from statistics compiled at

the time—of the amount of money used directly and indirectly in the tobacco trade,

but assuming that at least as much tobacco was produced in the surrounding counties
tributary to Petersburg at that period as is produced now, 67 and that as much was
brought to this market then as is brought now,—by no means a violent assumption,—we
shall count fifteen millions of pounds annually bought by manufacturers and shippers. This
at an average of eight cents a pound would have required an expenditure of $1,200,000
passing through first hands. Then, as now, this tobacco was manufactured for export

and for domestic purposes. And the average number of hands employed in all branches
of the trade was about 3,000, with aggregate wages of about $500,000. Tobacco, not
cotton, was king in Petersburg in 1850. And to-day, according to the reports of the Internal
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Revenue office, 80 per cent. of all the tobacco exported from the United States is exported
from Petersburg; and when the annual revenue receipts from Petersburg are $4,000,000—
we may say that tobacco is yet king.

There were at that time, it is true, two or three grist mills—corn and wheat, of the latter
notably the Eagle Mills, and the Kevan Mills, which turned out annually thousands of
barrels of flour, not only for home consumption, but for export. But the great industrial
interests were tobacco and commerce.

The financial condition of the city was most satisfactory. According to Mr. E. S. Gregory
in his “Sketch of the History of Petersburg,” “the annual revenue of the town was
$20,000 and the annual expenditures about the same.” “And yet,” remarks the same
author, “the long-headed citizens were said to be greatly concerned for fear the town
should go to protest and its credit be forever impaired.” The rate of taxation was what
might be called nominal at this day. During the same year, however, the town was
authorized by a vote of the people to subscribe $200,000 to the stock of the Southside
Railroad, and the Treasurer of Virginia was required to guarantee the town bonds for
the benefit of the Southside Railroad to the amount of $323,000, 68 and the “Town” was
required to mortgage its whole property to indemnify the State as security. This was
the commencement of the creation of a debt, which by subsequent expenditures and
subsequent issues of bonds for municipal and other improvements amounts to-day to
$1,261,000.

To that day there had been mostly unsalaried offices, and the same rigid economy
exercised by those who had the care and oversight of public affairs which they showed in
the conduct of their private affairs. In addition, the exchequer was in the hands of men who
held and who owned the property responsible for every outlay of town expenditure, and
manhood suffrage had not brought to the surface the hoi polloi who were not so particular
about contracting a debt for the discharge of which the tax-gatherer could find no visible
assets. What mattered it to Thomas, or Richard, or Henry (late Tom, Dick, or Harry) that
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his vote should fasten upon the corporation an obligation which he could not be called
upon to liquidate! What mattered it that he voted for a scheme involving an hundred, or a
thousand, or a million of dollars! He would not be expected to fumble in his pockets for a
dime of the principal or interest. But this is old fogyism—worse, it is rank heresy to the new
regime and to the eminent domain of young America. On the hustings the wily politician
had told the new citizen that brawn and bone were the bulwarks of the State, and that
without regard to material or mental condition; that he was always called upon to do the
labor of the State, and to fight the battles of the State; and that his voice should be heard
in shaping the destiny of the State, especially when destiny called for the elevation of said
politician to a place of honor or profit.

Under the new regime the monetary and municipal matters of the city have undergone a
marvelous 69 change. One can scarcely realize it. The salaried officers of the city now are
—mayor, $1,200; chief of police, $850; one lieutenant, $700; two sergeants, $600 each,
and twenty-two privates at $50 per month each, a grand total of $15,950 per annum for
1900. Compare this with the mayor, or Squire Patterson, police justice, of no salary; and
Billy Fenn and Billy Williams, policemen, of $500 per annum each in 1850